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PREFACE 


Sweet Like Honey But Bitter Like The Taste Of Your Words is a 21 piece poetry collection 
that contains diverse poems which are all inspired by day to day experiences. These poems 
explore each aspect of life - from peace, joy, love to death. Some of these poems are indeed 
true life stories which are told using words. Sweet Like Honey But Bitter Like The Taste Of 
Your Words also contains letters dedicated to my loved ones, known and unknown. 

Enjoy! 
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Peaceful activism, 


People are made out of plastic, 

Even those you may think are made of steel. 

It even hurts to see people of the same specie fighting over senseless things. 
It’s absurd how men see women and kids as just play toys to them. 


It’s shaming how society see homosexuals as the biggest sinners in the whole wide world. 
It is said that every person has the right to say how they feel, vent and express all at once. 
But, it’s really sad how their freedom of speech is based on destroying other people’s lives. 


We live in parallel universes, and when they collide that’s how things really start to make 
sense. 

I believe in peaceful activism, 

The Help In Promoting Peace Into Existence, 

The creation of positive relationships with family and friends. 

The acceptance of different kinds of human beings but of the same specie. 

I believe in spreading love because all the hate is overrated. 

Just believe... 
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"Untitled", 


Somehow, he didn’t even sugarcoat it. 

He stared right into my eyes and told me how cold, mean, emotionless and heartless I am. 
Being me, I literally just gave him a faded smile because what he said, I already knew. 


I don’t mean to be cold, I just like to emphasize that my brain is full of air, 
I don’t mean to be mean but it’s just meaningless if I’m not meaning it. 

I didn’t plan to be emotionless, I’m just practicing the stoic philosophy, 
About me being heartless, that’s just another me, my GEMINI. 


In your eyes I seem fine, 

But, when we're taking pictures you don’t seem to look into my eyes and see what I want you 
to see. 

It’s even worse because you used to see my fake smile but these days you seem blind. 
Maybe it’s just another illusion and I can be the illustrator. I’m still figuring it out, still figuring 
myself out, 

I’ll tell you when I figure it all out. 
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Poetry, 


Your thoughts matter, but your words matter more. 

Your words can change lives, build relationships but most of all make you proud of yourself. 
Don’t value thoughts created by others but yours only, 

Don’t live to make others proud, it starts with you. 


Poetry builds, open minds and creates permanent illusions, 

Poetry means speak up or write it down, 

Poetry says, “I’m the words some can’t speak out and the words some can’t write down.” 
Poetry is life, 

Poetry is my life, my drug, my addiction. 


Don’t ever feel down when you try to write but the words aren’t there, you just become mind 
blank. 

It happens all the time, but if you believe in yourself and you know that your words are more 
valuable than any other thing, 

Just look at your pen and smile, 

Because you are poetry. 
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To the next woman I fall for, 


This is more like writing a love letter, I haven’t written one in years. I’ll write it for you 
because I value you. Though we haven’t met, just know I exist, just know I’m not perfect, I’ve 
got my flaws and I know you have yours too. My definition of love might not be the same as 
yours. My understanding of life might differ to yours. My state of mind has episodes, 
episodes that confuses me as well. 


Yes, I bet we are different but we want the same thing which is love. We voucher the same 
effort but different opinions. I for one see you as life, the afterlife of this life. I want to have 
deep stimulating intellectual conversations with you. It is said that “meditation is good 
medication”, I want to meditate with your fingers intertwined with mine. 


I want to read your mind and blur all the negative thoughts it has. I want to smile in my sleep 
because I know you’ll be down for me. I want to cry when I look at you and thank you for no 
reason. I want to make you the treasurer of my heart and no one else. I want to love you and 
know that you’ll never get tired of me. I want you to believe in me as much as I believe in 
you. 


Most of all I need you to love me with my flaws. So wherever you are right now, I hope 
whoever is keeping you busy knows that I’m waiting for you. You don’t need to rush, take 
your time. I’ll be right here, remember you still going to be in my life even after this one. Take 
care for now. 


Yours truly, 
Sinethemba 
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Body, 


Her body swayed like Jazz in the early Monday morning. 

Her upper body filled me with a pure vanilla scent, 

Its stuck in my nostrils. 

Not that I’m complaining but, it happened that it made me love vanilla. 
Her long legs had the perfect length just for me to be more romantic. 
I’m a hopeless romantic but I guess that changed. 


She said, “Take your time” 

Sure as hell I wasn’t rushing nowhere, 

Probably because I needed her more than she could’ve thought. 
She gave me peace of mind. 

Usually the only thing that does that to me is art, 

So I guess she’s a work of ART. 


She had gratitude, more like solid attitude. 

Her body was a trophy case still light. 

The minerals made my body break light, that’s when she gave me that stiff smile, 
Making me feel like I’m Aphex Twin. 

It all made sense because she listens to Jodeci. 

I’m grateful, for her body appeared as an artwork in a gallery exhibition. 
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A 'thank you' letter, 


To all my loved ones who have had my back since day one, this is all about you. Your love 
and patience has shown me how much you care about me, for that I’m thankful. 


Relax, this isn’t a suicide letter, this is just a token of appreciation from me to each one of 
you. Thank you to my foes even though I’ve never shown any fake love to you, I’m just glad I 
inspire some of you. Not to be cocky or anything but for some of you to take time and peep 
on what I’m doing, that shows that you care and for that I’m thankful. 


Thanks to the precious dimes I have, I promise to love all of you till the day I D.I.E. 


Yours truly, 
Sinethemba 
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How she felt, till the end , 


Words of wisdom, she needed that. 

Power to have courage, she cried for that. 
Peace within her being, she craved for that. 


You know the only thing that made her feel wisdom was when she held the pen between her 
fingers, 

The only thing that made her feel courageous was when she took paint and made an artwork 
anywhere possible, 

The only thing that gave her peace was being alone. 


Times changed, she changed and everything changed. 

Every time she held her pen, it was just a waste of ink. 

Every time she made something, her artwork seemed unfinished. 
And every time she was alone, she felt suicidal. 


No one knew the cause, 

No one seemed to care. 

Even when she asked for help, they turned oblivious. 
Till the day she decided to take her own life. 
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Second world problems, 


Fully deprived, emotions aside. 

There’s a telepathy between souls, no need to be so loud. 

Never starts with the actions of preventing your ego from veering off. It starts with you being 
genuine to what you believe in. 

There’s too much fake energy out here, depressing situations and careless actions all acted 
out by people claiming their hearts, a precious stone. 


“Trials and tribulations often force one to reveal that maybe you don’t know what to feel.” 
Sometimes your intuition speaks to you before you actually think about it. 

Your views and thoughts are more than an illusion because that’s why most people don’t 
want to wake up from their illusions. IT’S ALL IN YOUR HEAD, but that’s what I say. What 
do you say? 


You say you hurt, broken, depressed, misunderstood and unheard. Believe you me “Not 
everybody understands art because not everybody is an ARTist.” Word generally speaks to 
the inner you, tell the universe to watch over you because I do that everyday. To me it’s 
written in the stars to you it’s just another interlude. 


Nobody fucks with you for you. Either you got something they need or you just a broke 
visionary human being they want to toy with. But believe in me though you cannot see what 
lies beneath the dark, 

Because all EYE see is indigo. 
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Drunk me, 


I told you I was into you, 

That was the drunk me. 

Now I get nightmares when I dream about you, 
Because you were just a dream for the night. 
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I met your mother yesterday, 


I met your mother yesterday, 

I saw your pain in her eyes, 

She couldn’t even fake a smile. 

She spoke so highly of you, 

All the things she wishes you could accomplish, 
All the goals and dreams you want to achieve. 


I met your mother yesterday, 

She had a halo over her head, 

Her face made up of gold, precious but broken. 

Though, she tried to smile regardless. 

She spoke so proudly about your family, 

Though I know they had an impact in her being the way she was inside. 

I decided not to ask anything because for the first time in a long time she actually opened up 
to someone. 


I met your mother yesterday, 

She told me about all her art pieces, canvases and photographs. 

Before I asked where they were, she spoke and said, 

“I didn’t want anyone to see them, so I buried them before ‘She’ was even born.” 
She said you reminded her of those art pieces, 

She said you are the reason she wishes she never buried them. 

You know why? 

Because she says, you are art itself. 

A precious dime that belongs in the gallery, 

A precious stone worth love, not money. 

I met your mother yesterday and she told me she loves you. 
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I wrote this in the dark, 


You give, I take and I appreciate, 

I give, you take and never show appreciation, 

That’s how it basically is. 

I fail to speak, my words are restrained by the power of eye. 

Eye meaning me, the letter I of those who speak with so much trust and confidence. 
The ones who feel the need to interpret their emotions with the eye. 

Eye can’t. 

Though my third eye vision isn’t broke, 

I still fail to make you hear the words I’m trying to say. 

I still fail to make you see a clear vision of the image I’m trying to paint, 

And sometimes it’s not that I don’t try to make you understand. 

It’s just clear that you don’t want to see, 

Or maybe you just don’t want to know. 


Jah bless the prosperous eye, 

Jah bless those who believe in thy eye, 

Jah bless those who have faith in thy eye. 

Because he loves everyone, believes in every being, 
Even those who claim aliens don’t exist. 

Its just within thy eye, 

Because eye believe. 
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Just not your time yet, 


What I know now is different from what I knew then. 
Things might not go as you planned, 

Things might not turn out as you wanted them to. 
We face different situations in our everyday lives, 
We face bullying, rape, murder and discrimination. 
That’s just part of our everyday lives. 


We need to start normalizing patience, 

All the good things take time. 

We need to remain calm, 

Do not wish death upon yourself because you think your life is cursed. 
Its just not your time yet. 


We need to start to normalize congratulating those who happened to achieve and get 
successful before us. 

You pretending to be happy for them will only make you suffer. 

Just be genuine and congratulate them with a pure heart. 

Remember, its just not your time yet. 


What I know now is that, 

Everything has its own time. 

Don’t rush into wanting to be successful if you know that you won’t be able to put effort 
everything you do. 

Sit back, observe, work hard and keep trying each and every day. 

Your day is yet to come. 



Try again, 


“Just because we don’t talk, it doesn’t mean I don’t think about you. I’m just trying to distance 
myself because I know I can’t have you.” 


When she said those words I realized that you are not bound to have everything that you 
wish to have. Some things are just not yours generally, but that doesn’t mean I won’t ever try 
again. 
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I am an artist, 


I am an artist, 

A dime worth of written words rather than coins. 

An artwork that deserves to be one of the art pieces displayed in the gallery. 


I am an artist, 

A being full of unspoken words, 

A being with a visionary mindset which overcomes all the obstacles I happen to come 
across. 


I am an artist, 

A powerful object of Earth, 

A created version of Venus and an outermost guardian of the galaxies. 
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Define the odds, 


“Through tough and good times,” he said, 
Years back when love was his meditation, 
Now it’s the medication he’s running from. 


In the world of the loving and living, 

Gigantic odds with similar limitations, 

All these describe the type of heartbreak he experienced. 


He was a monster in his own body, 
A dead person walking, a zombie. 
He was awake at night, 

Insomnia playing the part, just alive. 


Never at all did he think of death, 

He knew what his purpose was. 

He was just blinded by love. 

Four letters that turned him into a sadist. 


He wasn’t sad, 

He was trying to define the odds to those who never seemed to understand. 
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Get hurt, 


I was asking myself the other day, 

How intelligent of the human mind to create an image that you have been reminiscing about. 
I could say, I was praising the human mind of how much vision it has and how much 
anticipation it blossoms. 


So I couldn’t keep out the image of her face created by the mind and its vision. 

I really don’t know what it is, it could be lust. 

Well really it could be but, 

Have you ever seen a woman and felt like pouring out all your unknown feelings to her? 
Have you ever seen a woman and felt like talking to her just to hear the sweet melodic 
sound of her voice? 

Have you ever seen a woman and felt like asking her to be yours? I mean like forever. 


“Yes, I feel like that.” 

So what’s stopping you? 


The fact that, I could be loving the feeling of loving her. 

The fact that this could be lust, I mean pure lust not love. 

I’m afraid it isn’t what it seems to be or how I imagine it to be. 
I’m just scared, because people might get hurt. 
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02:00am thoughts, 


Deep in the seas the shallow voice of an angel is only heard during the day, I guess. 

Dark sparkling skies full of winking stars are only seen at night, I’m sure. 

With how she carries herself, how she speaks and how her eyes twitched when it comes to 
the night time. 

She’s my 02:00 am thoughts. 


I can be tired, sad and annoyed but the moment my mind creates an image of her, my mood 
changes. 

She is pure, embraces her presence and classifies her pride. 

She’s my 02:00 am thoughts. 


It’s amazing how her words carry so much weight and are always filled with passion. 
You can hear the emotions in her voice but see none in her face. 

She’s my 02:00 am thoughts. 
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Find your tribe, 


To some blood is thicker than water, 

But to some these little drops of H20 mean more than the red liquid rushing in our veins. 
We are different, 

Some desire and wish to have had more than what they have, 

Some wish they never had what they have, and 
Some still question why they can’t have what they want. 


This draws out the important THREE WORDS to everybody, FIND YOUR TRIBE. 
Find your tribe figuratively and literally. 


Figuratively: Figure out those who stick around through tough times, 
Those who speak to you and not about you, 

Those who pray for you and not wish evil upon you. 


Literally: The love of those who are true to you will be visible enough for you to see. 

Their energy will make you feel safe and assured that nothing can break the bond you have. 
That’s when you’ll realize you are home, 

Even if its not family but still, you are home. 

Because sometimes we fail to understand that family does not have to be blood, 

We fail to see that sometimes depression starts at home. 

Trying to smile every now and then, 

Just to make ourselves believe that we might be imagining things. 


You can think that you’ve found your tribe, 

But if you don’t belong, don’t fool yourself. 

Don’t try to convince yourself because the mind knows and the heart feels it too. 
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A writer's day, 


A writer's day is filled with thoughts, 

Only understood by those who have so much to say, 
Yet accompanied by doubt in their words. 


A writer's day is like a car with no gas, 
It definitely wants to be driven around, 
Yet it has no power in it to move. 


A writer's day is a dangerous trap, 

No one knows how it’s going to end, 

It’s not even predictable. 

Making a cup of coffee to help you stay awake, 

Trusting the coffee to give you energy to write five poetry pieces in 45minutes, 

But only to find out that the coffee will ruin your day by spilling on your favorite white bed 
sheets, 


A writer's day is definitely not water, 

It’s not one of those see through paintings, 

It’s definitely not apple juice, 

Because you can drink apple juice and still be allergic to apples. 


A writer's day is like wine, 

Not even predictable on how it's going to treat you. 
It might leave you tipsy and horny, 

Or just thirsty and lonely. 

You never know. 
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I've met a girl, 


I’ve met a girl, 

Her beauty is defined by the way she carries herself, 
Her smile covers her body full of scars, 

Her heart is proof that love still exists. 


I’ve met a girl, 

Her days are not always full of joy, 

Her weeks are sometimes rocky but she pulls through, 
Her heart is one of the most beautiful places she owns. 


I’ve met a girl, 

She’s scared of heights, 

She’s very much in love with the nighttime, 
She’s a lover and a fighter. 


I’ve met a girl, 

She’s a wonderful person, phenomenal. 

She’s the kind to give a piece of her and leave you yearning for more, 
She’s strong and intelligent. 


I’ve met a girl, 

She reminds me of Sunrise, 

The sound of birds chirping early in the morning, 

The sound of her voice making my stomach feel tingly inside, 
And how my heart erratically beats when I see her. 

I’ve met a girl—and I’ve fallen in love with her. 
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Mystery of love, 


The mystery of love is the ability of trust, 

Holding someone’s hand when you hanging on a cliff, 
Knowing they won’t let you go, 

A safe world built for two people with genuine intentions. 


The mystery of love can be someone’s misery, 
Insecurities, trust issues and uncertainty, 

An overthinking mind which always ends up in tears. 


The mystery of love can be like a room with no light, 

More slips, more fights and no more sparks, 

Where one always ends up with a permanent scar, 

That never heals but continues to get wounded multiple times. 


The mystery of love can be deceptive, 

Changing like the seasons and never realizing that you are losing your leaves, deciduous. 


The mystery of love can be joyful like polka, 
Exciting like the sound of medleys or just nostalgic. 
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